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and as it happened, this portion of the water lay at the bottom
of the bank under the thick hedge, completely out of sight of
the lane, and even out of sight of anyone standing at the gate.
To this point of vantage, after having carefully closed the
gate, Dud led the young painter of clouds. The bank had been
thoroughly dried by the morning sun, and though it sloped
down into water of considerable depth, judging from the ink-
black surf ace, its slope was not a steep one and there were several
deviations in its grassy descent. Some of these were ledges no
wider than those made by hedgehogs or field-mice; none of
them were as wide as those made by rabbits.
Down this grassy slope, offering all manner of footholds,
finger-holds, and knotted supports to those who, like Dud and
Miss Wye, craved a temporary isolation from their kind,
stretched the roots of a couple of small hedge-trees. Our friend
had only just got the girl settled in a tolerably comfortable posi-
tion when she remembered that she'd left her hat on the grass by
the gate.
This meant that he had to scramble awkwardly over her and
make his way back to their original meeting-place. As chance
would have it, whom should he see coming up the lane but
three middle-aged men, persons he had come to know quite
well by meeting them so often by the old brick bridge at the
foot of High East Street? They were all, he supposed, "on the
dole," and they were rarely seen apart, and with them, almost
invariably, was a little bitch terrier.
He felt decidedly uncomfortable to be caught holding such a
striking-looking lady's hat; but there was nothing for it but to
bid them good day, make his comment on the warmth of the
weather, and assume the attitude that it was his usual habit to
carry in his hand on a fine, May morning this particular feminine
adornment.
Treating Thuella's hat, therefore, as if it had been a bunch of
bluebells, he kept the three men in friendly conversation for a
minute or two, and then continued casually leaning against
the gate after they had gone on.
The only trouble was that the little bitch terrier became
quickly aware of the presence of Thuella behind the high
hedge and proceeded to sniff and jump about and bark vocifer-
ously at the spot nearest to the invisible form.
Hearing their dog's excitement the three companions turned

